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ADVERTISEMENT 


FOR THE USE OF THEATRES, 


— 


AS the old, but ridiculous, figns of P.S, 
meaning Prompt Side; and O. P. meaning 
Oppoſite Prompt; often, in different theatres, 
denote contrary fides, and thereby puzzle and 
miſlead; it is preſumed, that R. H. mean- 
ing Right Hand; and L. H. meaning Left 
Hand; (always ſuppofing you are on the flage 
and facing the audience,) will better anſwer 
the purpoſe : they are, therefore, uſed inflead, 
in the following piece, as far as Such figns 
were thought * 


— lines marked with inverted commas, © thus,“ 
are omitted in the repreſentation. - 


 DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MEN. 
Sir Edward, Mr. Hitz, 
Smart, Mr. FaRLEx, 
Henry Blunt, Mr. IncLeDoRy 


Craft. Mr. Munvex, 
Robert Maythorn, - Mr. Knicnr, 
Old Maythorn, Mr. Gan DbNER, 
Steward. Mr. DAV EN PORT, 
Firſt Sailor, - Mr. REzs, 
Second Sailor, - Mr. KLANNERT, 
Groom, - - Mr. ArkIxs, 
Bailif, — - Mr. Tnoursox, 
Joe Standfaſt, - Mr. FAawcETr, 
Singers at the Gate, &c. 


| WOMEN. | 
Landlady, — Mrs. WH1TMOREz 
Peggy, — — Miſs Sis, 
Mary, - - Miſs Waress. 


—— ——_—_— —_____ ____—_— 


THE TURNPIKE GATE. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. 


A Public Houſe—Sign the Admiral R. H. 
a Turnpike and Houſe, L. H. in back 
ground a Milk Houſe with latticed Windows, 

SMART diſcovered preparing Guns for ſhoot» 


Ing. 


Sir EDWARD (within). 


SMART, get the guns ready. Is my new: 
Keeper come from the Lodge ? 
Smart. No, Sir Edward. 


Pzccy croſſes the flage with a milk jug. 


Servant, Miſs Peggy—(/he ſneers})—Ugh! A 
kiſs from my maſter has raiſed your noſe an inch 

higher, I ſee. 
Peggy. Joke with your equals man ; don't 
talk to me, [Exit L. H. conceitedly. 
Smart. I ſhall make you remember this. My 
maſter's Grand Turk here, He monopolizes 

1 all the wenches. | 
R Enter 
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Enter Hexzxy BLuxt L. H. in ſhooting Dreſs, 
with Gun, (finging)., 


Henry. Morrow fellow ſervant—Sir Edward 
ſtirring ? 

— Yes : juſt aſked for you: mind your 
hits to-day, Mr. Henry. You ſhot for your 
place, and won itz but you'd better not out- 
ſhoot Sir Edward, 

Henry. Oh! ho!—vain of his abilities that 
way, ha? 

Smart, That way | yes, and every other; 
T've dropped being his rival ſome time. 

1 Henry. Sir Edward ſeems to have a fine eſtate 
ere? 

Smart. Yes, that belonging to the lodge 1s 
eight hundred a year; the Upland Farm three; 
and his eſtate in Norfolk as much as both. 

Henry. The lodge being but at the head of 
the village, why does he prefer a bed at this 
Public Houſe ? 

Smart. Pleaſure, Sir, pleaſure— but here 
comes one anſwer to your two queſtions.—Step 
this way, and ll give you another. f 

| [ They retire, R. H. 


Pzcey from the Milk Houſe, followed by 
RoBERT MATTHORN, 


Nobert. If that be your wind, Peggy, it 
can't be help'd—If you can't love me, you 


can't. 7 | 
2 Sir 
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Sir Edw. (within)... Peggy, my dear; bring 
my breakfaſt. 

Peggy. Coming, Sir Edward.—T've only 
been to fetch the cream. You hear, Robert. 
 _ Robert. Yes, — I do hear, and zee too—I 
be neither deaf nor blind. 

Peggy. The youhg Baronet expects me 
above. . 
Robert. Tis well if old Belzeebub don't ex- 
pet thee below, 20 there's an end 0'that :— 
howeyer, d'ang it, let's ſhake hands. 

Peggy. Paws off, if you pleaſe ;—your hands 
are rough, man, and; I can't bear any thing 
4 or ſun-burnt. 


| SONG=Proor. 


Pray, young man, your ſuit give over, 

Heav'n deſign'd you not for me; 
Ceaſe to be a whining lover, 

Sour and ſweet can ne'er agree: 

Clowniſh in each limb and feature, 
Vou've no {kill ta dance or ſing; 

At beſt you're but an aukward creature, 
I, you know, am quite the thing. 


As I ſoon may roll in pleaſure, . 
— N Bumpkins I myſt bid adieu; "Ie 
Can you think chat ſuch a treaſure 
E're was deſtin'd, man, for you ? 
No—mayhap, when I am carry'd, 
Mongſt the great to dance and fing, 
To ſome great Lord I may be marry'd; 
All allow—Pm quite the thing. 
5 © B2 6 Beaux 
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II. 
*« Beaux to me will then be kneeling, | 
% Ma'am, I die, if you don't yield: 8 
Let 'em plead their tender feeling, 
« While my tender heart is ſteebd. 
* When I dance they'll be delighted, 
% Raviſh'd quite to hear me fing, 
« At Routs, whenever I'm invited, "ICT 
% All will ſ\wear—Pm quite the thing.” 


[Exewyt, 


HENRY BLuxT and SMART advance. 


Smart. Ha! ha! Oh, you bumpkin ! I was 
romping with his ſweetheart laſt night, and he 
was at me like a bull-dog ; the maſtiff would 
bite, fir; but we have muzzled him. 

Henry. As how ? 

Smart. Management, Sir : his father lives at 
that Turnpike Houſe, which, with a ſmall Dairy 
and Farm, he holds of Sir Edward : the old 
fellow has ſeen better days ; the Admiral who 
died a twelvemonth ſince, and to whom Sir 
Edward 1s heir at law, was very Partial to him 
and his daughter, for during his life they 
needed nothing ; but being in arrears for rent, 
they are all muzzled now; all at Sir Edward's 
mercy; young Sulkey therefore muſt loſe his 
ſweetheart ; and as to the Turnpike Beauty, 
his fiſter, we have offered her a curricle, and if 
ſhe does not ſport it in Borid-ſtreet in leſs than 
2 month, we don't underſtand trap. 


© Henry. 
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Henry. What, ſhe encourages him? 

Smart. A little coy, or ſo; but ſhe's one of 
your die-away dames; in the dumps too at 
preſent for the loſs of her True Lovier,” (a 
booby Sailor) ;—but P11 bet fifty ſhe's eaſier 
had than little forward here, with all her avg- 
rice and vanity. | 

Henry. And theſe are the reaſons for Sir 
Edward's lodging here ? 


RoBERT appears L. H. 


That's the lad who tried his {kill with me for 
the Gamekeeper's place ? 
Smart, The ſame. 


RoBERT advances. 


Henry. Morrow, brother ' ſportſman — you 
ſhoot well. 

Robert. Yes, Sir—and you better —Hows 
ever, twas all fair, and I do wiſh you joy of 
the place. | | : 

Henry. Nay, the place may be your's yet: 
AI am elected only to trial, and ſelf recom- 
mended: my character, when it comes, may 
not pleaſe Sir Edward, 

Robert. Mayhap you'd pleaſe him beſt with 
noo character at all. You be much in favour, 
be' nt you, Mr. Smart ?—{/ulkily). 

Smart. Ha !—{ Stares, and makes figns of 
bozing)—Oh ! (Ext. 


Henry. 
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Henry. Things are a little changed ſince Sir 
Edward came among you. Ha Robert ? 
Robert. Yes, Sir; another Laayer would ha 
done leſs miſchief in the pariſh ; but it is not 
= firſt time the devil got into Paradiſe. 
Robert retires ts Milk Houſe. 


" Wa Jo STANDFAST L. H. fuging, 1 
Knee bound.) 


Joe. So, Mafter Blunt—prepared, I ſee, to 
give the birds a broadſide. Ah ! there's the 
old boy—{ looking at gn) who has given our 
enemies many a broadfide ! Bleſs your old 
weather-beaten phiz.—(Boros to him.) 

Henry. You're very polite. | 
Joe. To be ſure I ami firike my main-top 
to him by way of ſalute, every morning before 
I ſtow my locker: that's the face of an honeſt 
heart, Maſter Blunt. Tis not to be ſure done 
to the life; but what the painter han't made 
out, a orateful mind can: I fought under him 
when he was Captain, and twice after he was 
Vice. He made me Maſter after our firſt bruſh, 
and, but for this ſplintered timber of mine, I'd 
been by his ſide in the Weſt-Indies, when the 
brave old boy died. Died !—1 lie, he did not 
1275 for he made himſelf immortal ! His good- 
neſs laid: me up in a ſnug cabin here on the 
larboard tack, made me a freeholder with zol. 

a year, and when your maſter, his Honour's 
| couſin and heir, ſteers by the compaſs of true 


glory, as the Admiral did, he ſhall have my 
vote * 
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vote for ſailing into the port of Parliament; if 
he gets it before, damme | 

Henry. Sir Edward reſembles him at leaſt in 
his fondneſs for the ſex, it ſeems, 

Joe. Why, to be ſure, the old buck did love 
the lafſes—What brave fellow does not? We 
Tars live but to love and fight ; but the 
wenches often jilt us, Maſter Blunt, for all 
that. 8 


SONG—]Jos, 
Britannia's ſons at ſea, 
In battle always brave, 
Strike to no pow'r, d'ye ſee, 
That ever plough'd the wave. 
Fal, lal, la! 
But when we're not afloat, : 
"Tis quite another thing; 
We ſtrike to petticoat, 
Get groggy, dance and fing. 
Fal, lal. 


"ve : 


c There's Portſmouth Polly, ſhe, 
„ When forc'd to go aſhore, 

* Vow'd conſtancy to me, 
« And ſonietimes twenty more. 
Sons oe LT” , «c Fal, lak 


But give poor Poll her due, 
x For truth's a precious thing, 
* # With none but Sailors true 
„* Would the drink grog and ſing. 
* Fal, lal.” 


With 
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I once to ſea did go; 
Return d, ſhe cry'd, ** By Jove! 
«© Pm married, deareſt Joe.” 
Fal, lal.—-{ Mimicks ber). 
Great guns J ſcarce could hold, | 
To find that I was flung; 
But Nancy prov'd a ſcold, 
Then I got drunk, and ſung 
Fal, lal.--{ Hiccups ). 
IV. f 
At length I did comply, 
And made a rib of Sue; 
What tho? ſhe'd but one eye? 
It pierc'd my heart like two. 
| Fal, lal. 
And now I take my glaſs, 
Drink England and my King; 
Content with my old laſs, 
Get groggy, dance, and ſing / Hiccups} _ 
Fal; lal. 


Mazy appears dejected ; in her Hand a News- 
Paper. 


Jae. Yes, yes, the old boy lov'd the ſex, I 
t; but he never hung out falſe colours to 
deceive the innocent; and if in the heat of 
action his paſſions gave a wound, he never 
reſted till he found a balm to heal it again— 
( looking with kindneſs at Mary ).——Ah hey--4 
| thy 
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thy little tender heart; I wiſh, for thy fake, he 


had liv'd to come home again 

Henry. Does ſhe grieve for the Admiral, 
who died more than. & year fince? | 

Joe. Why, no; but ſhe's, the child of ill- 
luck. Her ſweetheart, you ſee, about four 
years fince, was down here at the Lodge, when 
their hearts, it ſeems, were ſecretly grappled to 
each other. The lad was a favourite of the 
Admiral; and went out to the Indies with 
him: there he got promotion; and when death 
ſtruck the old boy's flag, and no will left, this 
lad, d'ye ſee, was their ſheet anchor; but re- 
turning home, in the very chops of the Chan- 
nel they engag'd an enemy, and after. three - 
hours hard fighting, the Moun/eer ſtruck ; but 
her poor lad, Lieutenant Travers, was amo 
the brave boys that fell. Had he liv'd, he ha 
now been promoted. The newſpaper ſhe holds 
7 her hand brought the account but two days 

ince. 

Henry. Then you ſeem to think, ſpite of 
your experience, ſhe is ſincere? : 

Joe. Why, if death and diſappointment don't 
make folk ſincere, what ſhould ? But a braver 
lad, they ſay, never kept the mid-watch. 

[Mary weeps, and retires. 
Poor wench | No wonder it makes her weep— 
tough as my beart is, damme, but it almoſt. 
ſets my pumps a-going !-——But. he died as a 
Britiſh ſeaman* ſhould, in the lap of victory; 
and his death was glorious! And I gare fay 
be — not fight the worſe for loving a pretty 
DOOR IE ITE 
N 9 Henry, 
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Henry. If you 1 hear the ſtory of 
ll poor f Tom Starboard | 


| MERELY 
11  0NG—Hanky. | 


| | Tom Starboard was a lover true, 
— 1 | As brave a tar as ever fail'd ; | * 
if | The duties ableſt ſeamen do $6 
Tom did; and never yet had fail'd.. 13. 
But wreck'd, as he was homeward bound, 
Within a league of England's coaſt, 
Love ſav'd him ſure from being drown'd, 
| F or more than half the crew were loſt. 


1 : 1 £3" © 18s 
Os fight Tom Starboard knew no fear ; 
Nay, when he Joſt an arm—reſign'd, 
Said, Love for Nan, his only dear, A 
Had ſav'd his life, and Fate was kind. | | 4 

Agd now, tho' wreck'd, yet Tom return'd, 

Of all paſt hardſhips made a joke; q 
For ſtill his manly boſom burn'd | 4 
With love—his heart was heart of oak! a 


| a III. 
His ſtrength reſtor'd, Tom nimbly ran 
To cheer his love, his deſtin'd bride; 
But falſe report had brought to Nan, 
Six months before her Tom had died. 
With grief ſhe daily pin'd away, 
No remedy her life cou'd ſavey, 
And Tom arriv'd—the very day 
They laid his Nancy in the grave! 
{Joe and Henry Blunt go into Admiral. 
| Old 


* 
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Old Mavrgoax and Rozenr advance from 
Mzilk-houſe. 


Old May. Nay, nay, boy, bridle thy tem- 
r; Sir Edward is licentious, hot-brain'd, and 
giddy; but ſo he don't diſhonour us 

Robt. Aye, to be ſure! Let the vox devour 
the lamb, and zay nothing. Pegg at the Ad- 
miral is mark'd for un already; and he muſt 
have Mary too, or you'll no longer have the 
turnpike, farm, or dairy. 

Old May. I don't fear Sir Edward, boy, 
more than thy temper—I always underſtood 
from the good Admiral that I was rent - free; 
yet Sir Edward claims arrears for years paſt; 
and as I have no acquittal to rs we mult 
take care what we do. Thou ſhouldſt not have 
beat his ſervant laſt night. 

Robt. Damn un! the rogue's no better than 
a pimp; and if it wer'n't for bringing you and 
ziſter to poverty 

Old May. There again—I was going to tell 
thee, boy, that Mary is not thy ſiſter. 

Rob. No! 

Old May. No! She's a natural daughter of. 
the late Admiral. At three months old, her 
mother dying, he plac'd her under my care, to 
be brought up as my own child ; but as ſhe 
(poor innocent) muſt now ſhare our lot, I 
charge thee, boy, not even to hint it to her— 
twou'd break her heart. —Huſh'! 


[Mary advances, Robert retires R. Ha. 
Cc 2 Old 
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Old May. Don't weep, my deareſt lamb 
Heaven's Will be done It is I own, a woeful 
change 8 5 

Mary. Ah, Sir! the Admiral, whoſe good- 
neſs gave us abundance; whoſe parental, Kind- 
neſs (for ſuch it was) kept me at ſchool, and 


bred me as his daughter; his loſs was heavy to 


us all: and now my deareſt William too! our 
only hope ! after five years abſence—{ weeps )— 
Oh! had he but ſurviy'd—— | 

Old May. Aye, aye, child, had he and 
the good Admiral return'd, your union would 
have been bleſt with abundance !—Ah ! well! 
we have ſeen better days? but we muſt now 
ſubmit. 95 [ Exit, 

Mary. Oh! how e & is all the world to 
me !—Objefs which us'd to inſpire delight, 
now only ſerve to increaſe my affliction ! 


SONG.—Mazr. - 

The poplar grove his preſence grac d, 
Where William oft wou'd bleſs me; 

The ſmooth - bark tree—the turf he trac'd. 
With love-knots—now diſtreſs me! 

The filent lane, .the buſy field, 

Al gladſome once, ſeem dreary; 
No place, alas! can pleaſure yield, 1 0 

Fen life's a blank to Mary! [ Exit; 


1 | Enter 
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Enter Sir EDWARD toith gun, Ac. N. H. 


| Sir Edio. Take out the greyhounds, and 
give them a courſe; and let the groom, exerciſe 
the curricle horles. 


Crack flips from behind the public-houſe, 


Crack, Sir, I'll exerciſe the curricle and 
horſes, and I'll give the dogs a courſe. + + 

Sir Edw. Are you there, my impudent friend ? 

Crack. That epithet does not ſuit me, Sir 
I'm remarkably mode. Many pretend to do 
what they can't; ſuch, I allow, are impudent. 
Now, I can do every thing, and I don't pretend 
At all. | | | 

Sir Edw. And pray, who are you, that are 
ſo very officious ? 

Crack. If you wiſh to make me your boſam 
friend, don't puzzle me: but, Sir, I believe I , 
am the overſcer of the pariſh; for I viſit all the 
ale-houſes every Sabbath-day. | 

Sir Edo. Yes, and moſt other days] ſaw 
you drunk laſt night. | 
' Crack. Purely out of reſpect to ſobriety—1 
told you I was the overſeer. My neighbours 
have weak heads; and as their wives and fa- 
milies depend upon the labour of their hands, 
rather than they ſhou'd neglect their duty, I 
ſometimes drink their ſhare, and my own too— 
I fav'd five from being drunk laſt night, and 
that's hard work——however, good deeds reward 
themſelves, | 

. Sir 
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Sir Edw. Upon my honour, I was not ac- 
quainted with your virtues—{ bowing ). 

Crack. No, Sir, few E 4 )—or 1 
ſhould not bluſh ſo often as I do, by blowing 
the trumpet of my own praiſe. 

Sir Edw. And pray, Sir, how do you get 
your living? 
 * Crack. Sometimes one way—ſometimes ano- 
ther: I am firſt ringer of the bells, and ſecond 
huntſman to Old Tantivy; and though its not 
in my power to improve the weak heads of my 
neighbours, yet I often mend their faulty un- 
derſtandings — (pointing to his hoes )—ecce 
fignum—( hewing his apron ). 

Sir Edw. Any thing rather than work, ha? 

Crack. Any work, Sir, to get an honeſt 
penny—Twice a wook I turn pack-horſe; I 
fetch and carry all the letters, packets, and 

cels, to and from the next market-town ; 
and t'other day I ſtood candidate for clerk of 
the pariſh; but 

Sir Edw. The badneſs of your character 

revented your election? 

Crack. No, Sir, it was the goodneſs. of my 
ene e hear how muſical it is, when J only 
ſpeak. What wou'd it have been at an Amen! 
| pa. Whiſpering ),— The parſon didn't like to be 
outdone Envy often deprives a good man of 
place, as well as perquiſites (A pau/e ). 


4c RACK laughs, and then nods.) 


Str-Edw. What's that familiar nod for? 
Crack. It's a way I have when I give. con- 
ſent, 
Sir 
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Sir Edw. Conſent; to what ? 

Crack. That you may give me what 
pleaſe above half-a- crown—/they laugh) 
pauſe)—Oh-! I'm a man of my word, I'll 
care to exerciſe the curricle and horſes. 

Sir Edio. You will?—You had better take 
my riding coat, and whip too, and go in ſtile. 
[ zronically. 

Crack. Had I Sir? — Well; Tam going to 
market, and can bring back your honour's 
letters and parcels at the ſame time; and in the 
evening we'll all be jolly. Ising. 


Enter SMART. 


Sir Ed. Who is that familiar gentleman, 
Smart ? | 
Smart. He's is a ſort of jack-of-all-trades, 
but chiefly a cobler. | 
+ Crack. Well; don't ſneer at the cobler; 
many of your betters have made their fortunes 
by cobbling: Sir I thank you; I'm glad to find 
you more of a gentleman than your ſervant, 
which is not always the caſe. I'll look to the 
curricle and horſes, Sir, before I drink your 
health; I love buſineſs, and I hate a guzzler. 

N | [Erit. 

Sir Edw. Give this letter to my ſteward, 
and tell him, if old Maythorn can't pay his 
arrears, he muſt arreſt him. [Exit Smart. 
The old fellow in confinement, his daughter 

Mary will gladly pay the price of his releaſe. 


Enter 
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Enter Hexxy BTVXT, R. H. 


Have you your character yet, Blunt, from 
your laſt place? is For tt 
Henry. No, Sir Edward; I expect it to day. 
Str Edw. Very well. Go to the hill oppo- 
fite the lodge; ſhould you ſpring eny buds, 
don't ſhoot, but mark them: and, d'ye hear? 
J have a little love affair upon my hands; keep 
at a diſtance, I ſhall be near the copſe; when 
I need you I'll fire. ae 

Henry. Oh! Sir; I know my duty. 
(Exit. L. H. 


Rog ERT returns. | 
Sir Edw. You, Sir, direct my keeper to Bar- 


row-hill, and don't let me bear of your firing 
a gun again upon my manors, or you'll viſit 


the county goal. 125 
Robert. Shall I? No, but I don't think T 
ſhall viſit the gaol. [ Exit fulkily after 


Enter PEGGY in a Bonnet with a little Baſket. 


Sir Edw. Ah! my bonny laſs in a bonnet! 
— What, you're going a nutting I ſee. The 
cluſters hang remarkably thick in lower bye- 
field, beneath the copſe; in the hedge, joining 
the cut hay- ſtack. 5 


Peggy. 
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Peggy. Ah! that's the way you're going to 
ſhoot; if I had known that now, I'd have choſe 


another place. 


Mary appears at her own Door. 


Huſh! there's Miſs Maythorn ;—ſhe's always 
on the watch. (nile) How do, Miſs Mary? 
I'm ſorry to ſee you diſtreſs d. (A/ 2 Con- 
ceited Moppet. [Exit Peggy, 

Sir Edo. My dear Mary, you ſeem dejected. 

Mary. Misfortune, Sir Edward, has preſs'd 
hard upon us of late. | 

Sir Edio. The fault my love is yours. I 
wilh to be more the friend of you and your 
family, than ever the late Admiral was. 

Mary. Do you, Sir Edward? _ | Eagerly. 

Sir Edto. Certainly. . I wiſh your father to 
be rent free. - I long to give you an annuity 
and a coach; take you to town and make you 
happy. 

Mary. I doubt, Sir, if that would make me 
ſog and if there are fathers whoſe neceſſities 
preſs them to ſeek ſubſiſtence by the fale of a 
daughter's virtue, how noble were it in the 
wealthy to pity and relieve them? | Exit haſtily. 

Sir Edo. Stubborn and proud ſtill; but re- 
ſiſtance makes victory glorious. Since ſoothing 
won't do, we'll try a little ſeverity. She's a 
ſweet girl, and I muſt have her. 


l D SONG. 
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SONG. 


Lovely woman *tis thou! 
To whoſe virtue I bow; 
Thy charms to ſweet rapture give birth: 
Thine electrical ſoul 
Lends life to the whole, | 
And a blank, without thee, were this earth. 
Oh! let me thy ſoft pow'r, 
Ev'ry day—ev'ry hour, 
With my heart honour, worſhip, adore: s 
Thou preſent— tis May; 
Winter, when thou'rt away; 


Can a man, I would aſk, wiſh for more? 


II. 


In a dream oft I've ſeen, 
Fancy's perfect - made queen, 

Which waking in vain have I ſought; 
But ſweet Mary 'twas you, 

© Rich fancy then drew; 

Thou'rt the viſion which ſleeping ſhe wrought z | 3 
Lovely woman's ſoft power, 
Every day—every hour, 


Let my heart honour, worſhip, adore ; 


Thou preſent—'tis May; 
Winter, when thou'rt away; 
Can a man, I would aſk, wiſh for more? 


[Exit, L. H. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Room in the Public- houſe. 


Euter CaAcxk R. H. with Sir Epwaid's 
Bor- coat, Whip, and Hat. LAN DLAPDY fol- 


lowing. 


Landlady. Don't tell me: I'll not believe 
Sir Edward ordered any fuch thing. 

Crack. I fay he did“ My dear FCrack, ” ſays 
he, ſhaking my hand, © you had better take 
my riding-coat and whip, and go in ſtile.” And 
let me ſee the man, or woman, who dare dif- 
pute it.— ( ruls) Now I'm a kind of Bond- 
ſtreet man of faſhion. 

Landlady. You a Bond- ſtreet man of faſhion! 

Crack. Yes, I am —l'm all outfde. Where 
are thoſe idle ſcoundrels? Oh! I ſee; they are 
getting the curricle and horſes ready. 

Landlady. By my faith, and fo they are.— 
Well, *tis in vain for me to talk, and fo I'll leave 
you. Peggy—(calling)—Where c can this girl 
of mine be! Why, Peggy !— [ Exit. 

Crack. I have o ten wonder'd why they drive 
two big horſes in fo ſmall a carriage !—Now, I 
find, one's to draw the gentleman, and other 


his great-coat !—(/arugs.) 
Enter Joꝝ STANDFAST. 
Joe. They tell me, Crack, that you are un- 


der failing orders for town. Fm bound ſo far 
D 2 d'ye 
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d'ye ſee, on buſineſs for Maſter Blunt, the new 
keeper z mayhap, you'll give a body a birth on 
board the curricle? 

Crack. Yes, I'll give your body a birth on 
board ;—and Heay' n fend it a ſafe fee 
Joe. Are you ſteady af the helm? 

Crack. Unleſs your treat ſhou'd make me 
#pley;—1n that caſe, you muſt ſteer. 

Joe. Ne! damme, I'd rather weather the 
Cape in a cock-boat, than drive ſuch a ginger- 
bread, jinkumbob three miles; but for this Riff 
knee of mine, I'd rather walk. Oh! 1 ſee 
they're weighing anchor yonder (pointing to 
the ſlable but what need of this friend? 
(taking his cas; Mie ſun ſhines, and no fear 
of a ſquall. 

Crack. Lord help our bead! We driyers 
of curricles. wear hel. > to keep off the wind, 
the ſun, and the duſt. _ | 

Joe. Damme! but I think your main ſheet 
is more for ſhew than ſervice, 

. Crack. Oh] fie We could not bear the 
inclemencies of the ſummer if we weren't well 
cloathed. —But come, let' 8 mount; and if we 
don't ride in our own carriage, we're better off 
than many who do; we pay no tax, and the 
coach-maker can't arreſt us. 


DIALOGUE DUET.—Caacx and Jos 


Crack. When off in 'curricle we d 
Mind, I'm a Ie buck friend Joe. Z 
T6 1 | 1 0 My 


4 
* 
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. fy well datch'd nags, both black and roan, 
Joe. Like moſt buck's nags, are not your own. 
Crack... Paid for, I vow, | 
Toe. —— Avaſt! prithee, how? 

Crack, In paper at fix months credit, or nearly. 
Tae. No caſh? 
Crack. h! no—that's mal- a- propos. 
We bucks pay in paper, and that % merely 


Fal, lal, lal. 


Both. Fal, lal, lal, la, &c. &c. 


II. 


Crack. When mounted I, in ſtile to be, 
Should ſport behind in livery 
Two footmen in fine clothes array'd. 
Foe. For which the taylor ne'er was paid. 
Crack. We men of ton 5 
Joe. Have ways of your own. 
Crack. Plead privilege to lead our tradeſmen a dance, 8, 
John, when they call—{(mimicking)—let'em wait 
i'th' hall; 
And two hours after ſend them for anſwer— 
Fal, lal, &c, 


Both. Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


III. 


Ja. If this be ton, friend Crack, d'ye ſee, 
We're better from ſuch lumber free. 
No debts for coaches we can owe; 
Crack. Becauſe no one will truſt us Joe; 
Foe. Then I ſay ſtill—that no man his bill, 
Crack. To us, for a carriage,: with juſtice can bring in; 


Jes. 
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Foe. Then mount—never mind, 

Crack. Leave old Care behind; 
Both. Or ſhou'd he o'ertake us, we'll fall a finging-— 


—— OB — 
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Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


Fal, lal, la, &c. \ 
[Exeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


L 23 3 
ACT I. 


SCENE I. 


A romantic rural Proſpect—On L. H. a cut 
Hay-ftack.—In the Back-ground a diftant 
View of white Cliffs and the Sea. 


HENRY BLUNT enters. 


Henry. TBIS. is Sir Edward's rendez vous 
he does not want taſte. The diſtant ocean, the 
Hand, with its chalky cliffs riſing from it, add 
to the beauty of the ſcene; while its ſtillneſs 
and ſolitude render it favourable to AO 
and love! 


SONG. 
Calm the winds; the diſtant ocean, 
Where our ſhips in triumph ride, 
Seems to own no other motion 
But the ebb and flow of tide. 

High perch'd upon his fav'rite ſpray, 
The thruſh attention hath beſpoke; 
The ploughman, plodding on his way, 

To liſten, ſtops the ſturdy yoke. 
But ſee, the loud-tongu'd pack in view, 
The peopled hills the cry refound ; 
The ſportſmen joining chorus too, 
And rapt'rous peals of joy go round. 
5 * Soon, 


—ñ—ä—ũ— — A 
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Soon, ſoon again, the ſcene ſo gay, 

In diſtant murmurs dies away; 
Again from lazy Echo's cell, 

No ſound is heard of mirth or woe, 
Save but the crazy tinkling bell 

The ſhepherd hangs upon the ewe. 


RoBERT enters. 


Peary. Honeſt Robert, I thought I had 
lo 
Robe. No! I was but juſt bye here, vaſt'ning 
a hurdle to keep the ſheep from breaking out. 
Henry. And Sir Edward, you lay, ſolicits 
your ſiſter Mary's affection? 
Robt. As to affection, he don't care el 


vor that, I believe, ſo he cou d get her good 


will. 

Henry. Do you think vim likely to ob 
tain it? 

Nobt. She ſhall die firſt, 

Henry. And who 1s ie Edward's appoint- 
ment with here, think you? 

Robt. Why, I be, cl to think (but I 
be'n't ſure) it is wi' Miſs Change-about at the 
Admuiral—Speak o' th' devil, and behold his 
horns !—This way, [They retire—Robert be- 

ind the hay-ftach. 


Enter PEGcy. 


Pegg y. J heard a ruſtling as I paſs'd the 
copſe. I began 866 think 'twas Old Nick !— 


That fellow Roberp does _ me a little, to be 
ſure 


% 
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ſure—but Sir Edward ! if he ſhou'd make me 
Lady Sir Edward Daſhaway 


RoBERT advances. 


. Robti. (Aloud) Hem! a little patience, and 
may hap he will. [ She ſcreams. 

Peggy. How cou'd you frighten a body ſo? 

Robt. Frighten thee, Peggy—it muſtn't be 
a trifle to do that. Have you ſet all ſhame at 
defiance? I do wonder Old Nick didn't ay 
pear to thee in thy road hither. 

Peggy. Don't you go to terrify me—now 
don't—if you do, you'll repent it. 

Robt, No, Peggy! tis you that'ul repent. 
However, I do hope zome warning voice, zome 
invizible ſpirit, will appear to thee yet, bevore 
it be too late. 

Peggy. You had better not terrify me now, 
I tell you—you'd better-not. 

Nobt. Take care where thee doſt tread, - 
Peggy (e trembles).— I wou'd not ſwear 
there is not a well under thy feet—( he farts). 
Dam un, here be 1 is, Zure enow !—(afide).— 
One word more, an' I ha' done. If in this loan- 
ſome place—(very ſolemn)—Belzeebub ſhou'd 
appear to thee in the likeneſs. of a gentleman, 
wi' a gun in his hand, look for his cloven foot, 
repent thy perjuration, and wi' tears in thy eyes 

go whoam again, and make thy mother happy. 


- | Retires again behind the hay-flack. 


Peggy. Dear heart! dear heart!—I wiſh I 
hadn't come. I'm afraid to ſtir out o' my 
* k E place, 
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place. Oh, lud I—I wiſh I was at home 
again. ves | | 


Sir EDWARD, having put his Gun againſt the 
Rails of Hay-flack, fteals RM and taps 
her Shoulder. 


Peggy. Mercy upon me, Sir Edward !—I 
took you for Old Nick. 

Sir Edw. You did me great honour. 

Peggy. Are you ſure you have not a cloven 
foot ?—(looking). e was caution'd to beware 
of you. 

Sir Edw. By ung Maythorn, I ſuppoſe 
I ſaw the impudent raſcal. Upon my ſoul, you 
look divinely ! [ Fakes her to the R. H. 


Robert ſhews ſigns of diſpleafure. J 


Is not that a ſweet cottage in the wo — 
Shall I make you a preſent of it, Peggy ? 
Peggy. Why, Sir Edward, tho' I don't 
think Robert Maythorn is a fit match for me 
yet, you know, in loſing him 
Sir Edio. You have found a better match. 
Peggy. Oh !—if your honour means it to be 
a match! (Sir Edward turns )—that is, a 
lawful match 
Sir Edw. To be ſure I do—you little rogue 
—{ ſhe repulſes him)—Nay, one kiſs of your 


pretty pouting 951 2 
| Peggy. 
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Peggy. Why, as to a kiſs, to be ſure—(wrpes 
her lips)—lI hope no one fees. - She holds un 
her face ; and, as he approaches, ROBERT 
reaches out his hand, fires the gun, and 
conceals himſelf agar. 


(Sir EDWARD and Peccr fart.) 
Henry. (Without) Mark! mark! 


(Mufic plays.) 


Peggy. Good Heaven protect me twas Old Nick! 
Sir Edw. Tis odd —'twas ſure my gun! 

Or Robert's play'd ſome deviliſh trick. 
Peggy. Ah, me! Tam undone! | 

"Twas ſure a warning voice that ſpoke! 
Sir Edw. A warning voice!—oh, no! | Robert ſteals of. 
Peggy. Believe me, Sir, it was no joke. 
Sir Edu. One kifs before we go. 
Peggy. Nay, ceaſe your fooling, pray, awhile, 

| Your keeper's coming now; 
. And mother's hobbling o'er the ſtile, 
She is—I ſwear and vow! 


ai — 


| Henry BLUNT enters. N. H. 


Sir Edw. Hey! —what the devil brought you here? 
I pr'ythee, man, retire. 
- Henry. I thought you told me to appear, 
When I ſhou'd hear you fire. 


ts Enter 
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Enter LANDLADY with RoßERT, SH. 5) 


Landlaay. 


Pegey. 


Sir Eau. 


Where is this plaguy maid of mine? 
An't you a pretty jade? _ 
"Tis near the hour that we ſhou'd dine, 
And yet no dumplings made. 
To gather nuts for you I've been, 
And cramm'd my baſket tight, 
| [ Mother examines it. 
But, Mother, I old Nick have ſeen, 
So dropt em with the fright. 
With fancy's tale, her mother's ear, 
She knows how to betray; 
For ſtaying out ſo long ſhe'll ſwear, 
The devil ſtopt her way. 
Come, come, let's home with merry glee, 
On dinner to regale, 
And, Hoſteſs, let our welcome be 
A jug of nut- brown ale. 


All repeat the laſt werſe. 
. [Exeunt L. H 


SCENE II. Another rural Proſpect. 


Mary enters. 


Mary. The bright evening ſun 47 e 
farmer's fears, and makes him with a ſmile an- 
ticipate the buſineſs of to-morrow. How dif- 
ferent our ſtate ! Our future day looks 


3 


dark 
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dark and ſtormy, and Hope (the ſun which 
gladdens all beſide) ſheds not for us a fingle 
ray. 


SONG—- Maxx. 


*Ere ſorrow taught my tears to flow 
They call'd me—happy Mary, 

In rural cot, my humble lot, 
T play'd like any fairy; 

And when the ſun, with golden ray, 
Sunk down the weſtern ſky ; 

Upon the green, to dance or play, 
The firſt was happy I: 

Fond as the dove, was my true love, 
Oh! he was kind to me! 

And what was ſtill my greater pride, 

I thought I ſhould be William's bride, 
When he return'd from ſea. 


II. 


Ah, what avails remembrance now? 
It lends a dart to ſorrow; 
My once-loy'd cot, and happy lot, 
But loads with grief to-morrow : 
My William's buried in the 8 
And I am ſore oppreſs'd! ) 
Now all the day I fit and weep, 
At night, I know no reſt : 
I dream of waves,—and failors? graves, 
In horrid wrecks I ſee ! 
And when I hear the midnight wind, 
All comfort flies my troubled mind, 
For William's loſt at ſea. 


[Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE III. The Turnpike, Nc. as before, 
with a Bench and Table, at the Alehouſe 
Door. Sir Edward's Groom calls © Gate,” 
Robert opens it, and the Groom croffes the 
Stage with a Bag of Oats ; Robert locks the 
Cate; then enter Joe and Crack, with a 
Trunk : Crack a little tipſey, and ſinging. 


Joe. Damme, ſhipmate, but you are the 
worſt fteerſman I ever met with. 

Crack. Don't ſay fo; if the horſes had not 
run ſo fait, we ſhould not have upſet. 

Joe. Welk, be it as it may, we brouht home 
one of the nags ſafe. 

Crack. There you miſtake—it was the nag 


| brought us home ſafe ; we three rode upon his 
back. 


Joe. We three ! 

Crack. Yes, you, I, and the "OTY 

Joe. I'm ſorry t'other poor devil is left be- 
hind. 

Crack. You're out again ; for when he broke 
looſe, he left us behind; and if he continued 
to gallop as he began, he's a long way before. 

Joe. Well, metmate, it's your own buſineſs. 
My head! here comes the room; get out of 
it how you can! There's the trunk—{lays tt 
on the table) And now for a pcep at the 
paper: PI not be overhauled, d'ye fee ; and 
ſo, Friend Crack, F advife you to prepare a 
good anſwer / gocs in to the Admiral). 

5 Crach. 
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Crack. I never was without one in my life. 
If the Groom won't ſtaud quizzing, I'll be 
impudent. 


Enter GROOM: 


Groom. Why, that trunk, you, and- the 
ſailor, for a light carriage, were a little too 
weighty, I think, friend. - 

Crack. Not weighty enough, friend, or your 
trotting nags would not have galloped ſo faſt; 
but it ſeems your and your horſes wits jump. 

Groom. How ſo? 

' Crack. Why, your horſes, like you, voted 
us too weighty, and ſo unloaded us. 

Groom. Unloaded you 

Crack. Yes; if you won't believe me, aſk 
your maſter's great coat—{gives it Bruſh it, 
| d'ye hear, it has been rubb'd already. 

Groom. And havn't you brought the black 
horſe back ? 

Crack. Why, how you talk the black horle 
would not bring us back. 

' Groom. And where is he? 

Crack. He's gone. 

Groom. Gone! Where? 

Crack. He did not tell me where he was 
going; I was not in his confidence; when you 
catch him teach him better manners. 

Groom. Dam'me, if ever I heard the like 
before —( amazed.) 

Crack. No, nor ſaw the like behind / He 
oaks like a devil! the worſt bred horſe 1 ever 
aw. 


Groom. 


7 


up). 


. 
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Groom. What do you talk of ? Not a better 
bred horſe in the kingdom (toit a knowing 
Aang manner). 

Crack. Then the manners of horſes are 
not more refined than their maſters ; he kick'd 
up, as much as to ds that for you—{kicks 


Groom. Dam: me, but you ſeem to have 
made a very nice job of it. 

Crack. If you flatter at hearing haf, what 
will you ſay when you know the whole ? The 
carriage, you ſee 

Groom. Is that run away too ? 

Crack. No; but it might, if I hadn' t en 

care of it. 

Groom. By driving over poſts, I ſuppoſe ? 

Crack. No; by driving again poſts—(Oh! 


you'll find me corre&)—by which I took off 


one wheel, and broke the other. 

Groom. And havn't you brought it with 
—— 

Crack. Without wheels | how could 12— 


: *would have broke my back. 


Groom. I wiſh you mayn't get your head 
broke, that's all ! 
Crack. So far from that, I expect to be 


cmplimented for my judgment; for if I had 
not, like a ſkilful whip, whipped off the wheels, 


I might have loſt the carriage and all its valu- 


able contents: by being expert 1 have ſaved 


both. 
Groom. Well, friend, you ſeem very merry 


under misfortune, and I wiſh you luck; It was 
Sir Edward's on doing, he can't blame me. 


Exit. 


—— —_ — 
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Crack. If he ſhould, I'll make a neat de- 
fence for the ſake of your nice feeling: damn'd 0 
hard, if at a battle of brains, I could not out- 
goſſip a grumbling groom. Whenever I'm 
N ] always hum folk: humming's all the 
nion. 


SONG—CaaAcx. 

With a merry tale 

Serjeants beat the drum; 
Noddles full of ale, 

Village lads they hum: 

Soldiers out go all, 

Famous get in ſtory ; 
If they chance to fall, 

Don't they ſleep in glory? 

| | Towdy rowdy dow, c. 


II. 1 
Lawyers try, when fee'd, [ 
Juries to make pliant, | 
If they can't ſucceed, . a 
Then they hum their client; 
To perfection come, 
Humming all the trade is, 
Ladies, lovers hum, f 
Lovers hum the ladies. | 
Towdy rowdy dow, &c. 


| III. 
Han't Britannia's ſons 
Nies Often hamm d Mounſeer ? 
Dat Han't they humm'd the Dons - 
Let their fleets appear . | 
22 Yr Strike 
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-* Strike they muſt tho? loth, 
3% (Ships with dollars cramm'd,) 
If they're not hamm'd both, 
'Then will I be d , | 
" Towdy rowdy dow, &. 


Old Mar TRHORR Crofſes to his own houſe from 
R. H. to L. H. very diſconſolate. 


Crack. There goes a man of ſorrow; I re- 
member him a jeſter: it may be my turn next; 
Pl never joke again till I ſee a— 


Enter STEWARD and BAILIFF, 


Lawyer and Bailiff!—Gentlemen, your humble; 
I reverence your callings, and I reſpect your 
power, for you two are a match—— 

Bailiff. For what? 

Crack. The devil !—{( fings)—Towdy rowdy, 
&c. I Erxit after Joe. 


HENRT BLuNT enters behind. 


Steward. You have the writ ? 
Bailiff. I have, maſter Steward. 
Steward. Secure the old man, and carry him 

to your houſe till you have further orders. 

[ Bailiff goes into Maythorn's. 
Henry. -Rather ſevere of our maſter, to ſend 
the old man to priſon ; is it not, Sir? 


Steward. 
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Steward. Sir Edward is a young man, and 
loves his pleaſures. Bye and bye, I hope he'll: 
better know the uſe of wealth. | 

Henry. Pray, what 1s the old man's get to 
Sir Edward? ä 

Steward. He claims (for five years arrears 
and all) upwards of three hundred pounds. I 
am the inſtrument of his ſeverity, and I am 
ſorry for it. 

Henry. Is it the 18 of money, or 

Steward. I am afraid not; the old man has 
a pretty daughter, who, Sir Edward's ſervant 
tells me, has given him ſome encouragement. 

[Henry Blunt retires, 


Old Marrronn, BAILIFF, RoszRr, and 
Mazr, enter. 


Mary. Oh! my deareſt father; is it already 
come to this? | 
Old May, Don't weep, my child; I prithee 
do not weep. | 
Robert. I tell ye what, Mr, Steward; I do 
know Zir Edward's tricks; I be noo vool d'ye_ 
ſee; but it wont do—and zoo you may tell'n if 
you pleaſe; I don't care a zingle ruſh for him, 
nor 
Old May. Nay, prithee now, boy, prithee— 
[Exit Steward. 
Robert. Why, the very worm ull turn when 
trod on, vather ; and ſhall we 
Old May. Nay, but keep thy temper, keep 
thy temper lad; by ſoothing we may ſettle all. 
F 2 Robert, 


* 
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Nobert. I wiſh I had the ſettling on't; dam, 
if I would n't.—(threatens with fift)—Zir Ed- 
ward don't care a vig for juſtice; he do make 
his wiſh, his will; and tho' he be a knight; he 
is but a man; and if a knight, or even a bar- 
row-knight, do behave — * a man— . 

' Old May. Thou muſt be a monſter! fooliſh - 
boy! I'm vexed to hear thee! Robert, you 
vex me. | 5 

Mary. Don't agitate yourſelf, dear father, 
prey don't, —( turns to Robert) Fear not me; 

U put myſelf out of Sir Edward's reach; I'll 
go with father to priſon. | ö 

Robert. That's right; goo you to priſon, 
then you'll be free from un. 

Old May. This buſineſs has flurried me a 
little; Will you be good enough (for I am very 
feeble) to let me fit down awhile ? 

Bailiff. Can't delay, Maſter Maythorn. 

Mary. Reſt on my arm; I can ſupport you 
father. ( weeps)— | 

Nobert. Ay, ay, we'll both ſupport you; 
here's mine too.— fupprefing his tears )— 
We'll ſupport ye, vather; don't ye cry, Mary; 
what ſignifies crying? Don't ye cry, vather; 
Heaven will comfort the innocent, and the 
good man won't be forſaken,” I warrant ye! 


[Exeunt—Old Maythorn, reft- 
ing on Mary and Robert; 
| the Bailiff after, N. H. 


Enter 
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* Enter Two SAILORS. 2. / 


1 . Sailor. 1 believe, meſsmate, we have 
trac'd him to his moorings. 
2d. Sailor. You're right; for there you ſee 
is the Port Admiral. (points to fign)— 
1/t: Sailor. Houſe! bring us a mug of beer. 
[ They fit at the Table. 


Poor brings beer. 


A pretty little tight wench, faith! 
Peggy. Yes; pretty—but the grapes are ſour. 
Exit with great couceit. 
1/t. Sailor. The folk here will hardly gueſs 
our errand er n drink.) | 


* Jos in rapture, with nee! paſſes 


the SA1LORS. 


Joe. Here it is! On board the Turnpike 
a-hoy! Dam'me, here it is:—He's alive; the 
boy's alive! And — but hold, avaſt! the laſt 
per ſaid he was dead; this ſays its a he: 
which ſhall T believe? / turning, ſees the Sai - 
lors. What cheer, brother Sailors? From 
what Port?; * 
it. Sailors: Portſmouth. 
Jae, Whigher bound? 4 
if. 
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1/. Sailor. Can't you ſee we have caſt an- 
chor? 

Joe. I ſay, Bob—Miſs Mary: but avaſt ! 
mayhap, they can inform me. You have had 
a ſevere engagement in the chops of the chan- 
ne,” 1 hear? ©: : 

1/t. Sailor. Yes, we have. 

Joe. And juſt as the Frenchman ſtruck ſhe 
went down? Dam'me, that was a pity! But 
we ſav'd many of their hands, they ſay. 

* 1k. Sailor. Yes; and but it blew a hard 
gale we ſhould have ſaved more. We loſt 
one boat's crew in picking them up. 

Joe. Among which, mayhap, was poor Will 
Travers. Well, dam' me, 'twas noble; twas a 
ſaying of the old buck - aloft, © Be devils in 
fight, boys, the victory gained, remember you 
are men; and as he preached, ſo he practiſed. 
This action, my hearties, brings to my mind 
the one we fought before the old boy had a 
flag, when he commanded a ſeventy-four. 

1/t, Sailor. Mayhap, ſo. | | 

Joe. We were cruizing, d'ye ſee, off the Li- 
zard: on Saturday the 29th of October, at ſe- 
ven minutes paſt ſix, A. M. A ſail hove in 
fight, bearing ſouth ſouth weſt, with her lar- 
board tacks on board; clear decks; up fails ;- 
away we ftood; the wind right eaſt as 1t could 
blow; we ſoon ſaw ſhe-was a Mounſeer of ſupe- 
rior force, and damn'd heavy metal! 

ff. Sailor. A ninety gun ſhip, I ſuppoſe ? 

Joe. A ninety. We received her fire with - 
out a wince, and returned the compliment; 
till about five and-twenty minutes paſt eight, 

0 a we 


/ — 


* 
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: we opened our lower deck ports, and as we 
croſſed plumpt it right into her ! we quickly 
yore round her ftern, and gave her a ſecond 
part of the ſame tune; ditto repeated, as our 
Doctor writes on his doſes ; my eyes! how ſhe 
rolled ! She looked like a floating mountain.— 
* *Tother broadſide, my boys, ſays our Cap- 
tain, and“ dam'me, you'll make the moun- 
tain a molehill!”” We followed it up, every 
ſhot told ! We gave her broadſide for broad- 
fide, till her lantern ribs were as full of holes as 
a pigeon- box! By nine ſhe had ſhiver'd our 
canvaſs ſo, I thought ſhe'd have got off; for 
which ſhe crowded all fail. | TE 
1/t. Sailor. Let the Mounſeers alone for that. 
Joe. We turned to, however, and wore ; and 
in half an hour got alongſide a ſecond time: 
we ſaw all her mouths were open, and we 
drenched her ſweetly! She ſwallowed our 
Engliſh pills by dozens ; but they griped hcr 
damnably ! By and bye we brought all our 
guns to bear at once ; bang ! ſhe had it ! Oh, 
dam'me, 'twas a ſettler! In leſs then #tvo 
minutes after ſhe cried © pecavi;” in five more 
ſhe took fire abaft, and juſt as we were going 
to board her, and clap every lubber upon his 
beam end, whuſh ! down ſhe went by the head! 
My eyes, what a ſcreech was there! Out 
boats, not a man was idle; we picked up two 
hundred and fifty odd, ſound and wounded; and 
if I did not feel more joy of heart at ſaving 
their lives than at all the victories I ever had a 
ſhare in, dam'me! The old boy above knows 
it to be true, and can vouch for every word of 
it! 


| _ ?—(cagerly). - 
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it ! Can't you, my old buck t—{flinging. his 
hat up at him in great rapture), | 
1A. Sailor. Why, it is not unlike the late 


action, and you'd ſay ſo too, if you'd been 1n 


it, as we were, 5 


Joe. You in it? Ten bn board? 
1g. Sailor. We were. 


Joe. (eagerly) Then tell me at once, for I 


can't believe the papers, is Lieutenant Travers 


alive or dead? 


1/t Sailor. Alive, and promoted. 

Joe. I faid ſo—Dam'me, I knew he was 
alive; Huzza! old Maythorn ! Mary! Bob 
are you all aſleep A GET ans at Turnpike 


Houſe): 


1/t Sailor. And now give us That to aſł you 


a queſtion. 


Joe. Aſk a bundred thouſand, my hearty ! 


III anſwer all! Will you drink any thing 


more? Bring out a barrel of grog! Call for 
what you like,, my lads ; I'll pay all. 
% Sailor. Can you inform us of. one Henry 


Blunt ? 
Joe. Aye, to be fre I can ; . Bob. I * 


 —{calling)—he's hired as Gamekeeper here to 


Sir Edward What d'ye call him; Whiffligig. 
I ſay Bob! | 
J y Sailor. Hired as a Gamekeeper. 
Joe. Yes; a damn'd good ſhot—he ſhot— 


Old Maythorn |—( aloud.) 


1/t Sailor. The devil he did ! Can you tell 


us where we can find him 


Joe. Why, he has not 2 his cable, has 
5 1/t Sailor. 


* 
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1 Sailor. We ſhould be glad to light of 
him, d'ye ſee. . 

Joe. I thought as much ; * me, 1 —— 
he was a baſtard kind of failor- by his talk; 
but the lubber, to ſkulk, to run from his poſt ! 
Shiver my timbers! I can't bear to hear of a 
ſeaman's diſobedience | But I'll blow him up 
Why, Bob, I ſay! Where the devil are ye 
all? bent ob) * 


A Rorzzr in haſte, 


Robert. Here be I. 

Joe. Bob, you dog, where s your father and 
mother ? 

Robert. My mother's in braved, I hope. 

Joe. Pſhaw ! dam'it! I mean your ſiſter. 

Robert. She's at the Bailiff's houſe wi 
vather ; the Steward's arreſted him. | 

Joe. Arreſted your father | for what ? Tu 
pay the debt. 

Robert. You pay dree hundred pound? 
Joe. Ay, dam'me, three thouſand if he need 
it. 

Robert. Ye; but when? | 

Joe. Why now; that is, when 1 have it — 
te 1 em Pl! bail him. [1 

Robert. Yes; but you are only onc, and though 
orte friend be a rare thing, a poor man in trou- 
ble muſt find two, and both houſekeepers. | 

Joe. Dam'it, that's unlucky ! Shipmates, 
are either of you houſekeepers. ö 

1 1 Sailor. No. 


* 


IE Joe 


= 


— 
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Joe. I fear'd as much: but no miatide + go, 
tell your ſiſter, her dear Willam 8 —_ and 
well. | * 7 
' Hobert. Lieutenant Travers alive 

Joc. Aye, you dog; alive, and promoted: 
—now you know, gö tell her the whole ſtory; 
* e e — + ſkip, jump, run 

1 (Puſhing him of. 

Tell her he never was dexd—{calling)—What 
ſhall I do for another bail * ? 


* 


T x 5A T * 
, >» + — F * 


HENRY appears in the back Ground. 


 ” * 


I wovld aſk: this lubber, 1 dam ' me if "il 
| aſk a favour of a Seaman who deſerts his coun- 
try's'cauſe ! There's your trunk. Had I known 
you before I would not have fetch'd it You a 
geaman—you be hem. N 
Henry. W hat! 5 the matter, man? 


* The Sailors hearing him, turn and me). 


1 Sailor. Oh, here he is! noble. Captain 
for ſo you now are. We have brouglit— 
(With great reſpect:3 
Henry. Huſh, for your lives. 
Joe. (Surprized)—Eb! What? 
Henry. Take up that trunk, and follow me 
_ 
[Exit Blunt; ire Sailors 
After in great haſte. ; 
e. Oh, for a douſe of the face now! To 
be ſure I'm not dreaming ! It ſurely muſt; 
Yam me, here goes, in * of ſplinters and 


Riff 
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ſtiff knees—{(/ings and-dances }—What an in- 
fernal blockhead I muſt be! if the Bailiff and 
Attorney won't take my word for the bail, I'll 
blow up one; and VII fink the other. | 
[Pulls off his Hat, and follows 

1 4 » . ddncing-and/yinging. 


Crack enters from the Admiral, with a 
| Mug in his Hand," ſinging. 


Sir Edw. (Aloud without. Where are all 
my ſervants? | | 

Crack, There's Sir Edward | | 
Sir Edw. Get the curricle ready immediately. 
- Crack. Oh lord! 1 fhall be blown here! 
Quiz is the word. 


Enter Sir Ew ARD (goes towards Maythort's). 


Sir Edio. Now, if Old Maythorn is arreſted, 
Mary, I think, is mine.—{/eeing Crack )— 
Where did you learn muſie? 

Crack. No where, Sir—its a gift: I was al- - 
ways too quick to learn,  _. | 
Sir Edw. Yet you ſeem tolerably knowing. 
Crack, Yes, Sir, knowing, but not wiſe : as 
many have honour without virtue. Come, he 
does not fmoke.—{afide.) C48 

Str Edo.“ Why, you're witty you rogue? 

Crack. © Ah, Sir! Iwiſh I were as witty as 
* you, and as rich; or, if J were as rich with- 
out being as witty, Id be content. I ſhould 

have been rich, but for my curſed name.” 
el 6 2 Sir 
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Sir Edw. „What may that be, pray?* - 
Crack. * My firſt, Sir, is Chriſtopher; my 
“ ſecond is Crack. My father was a Crack ; 
* ſo was my mother; — being both Cracks, 
* of courſe I was born a Crack; and tho' I 
* have mended many, that's a Crack I never 
could mend; it was my ruin. 

Sir Edt. * Ha, ha! and fo your name was 
6 your ruin?“ (ill peeping.) 

Crack.“ Yes, Sir; '3 . for being comely, the 
e maidens called me the Crack of the vill 
« and flattery, as you know Sir, plays the devil 
e with the innocent; ſo, like one born to great - 
e neſs and fortune, and ſurrounded by ſyco- 

« phants, I thought myſelf all-ſufficient, "till 
. experience told me, I had little wit, and leſs 
money.“ 

1fk. Voice. ( Without)—Gate! 

2d. Voice. (Without Gate 


Pzccy peeps from the Admiral. 


Sir Edw. Miſs Mary! Sure, there's no one 
at home! 

Crack. No, Sir; no one at all: ſo that there's 
no occafion for your curncle. And if there 
were, you would not get it ade Vou ſee, 


Sir, I am up —(fenificanty/: 
Enter SMART, in haſte. | 
| Shiurt. Oh, sir; there's fine work! Joe 


and two other ſailors, and young M _— 
TX | ve 
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have reſcued the old man, and aro all' gown to 
the lodge in triumph, 

Sir Edw. To the lodge! for what? Is Mary 
with them? 

Smart. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Ed. Follow me immediately. 

[Exit Sir Edward axd Smart. 

Crack. Yes; we'll all follow to the lodge, 

becauſe the ale is good. 


Pes advances. 


Peggy. Hoity toity! he's very anxious — 
Miſs Maythorn, methinks. 

Crack. Yes; he was going to take her to 
London; but I took up a wheel, and let go a 
horſe. | 

Peggy. Take her to London. — (pig wt * 

* Crack. Yes, he was; and you don't like it; 
your ſtockings are yellow; you are jealous. 

Peggy. Jealous! jealous of her! Oh, ye 
that—he ſhall never ſpeak to me again: PF ll 
follow, and tell him ſfo.—{(angrily). | 

1. Voice. Why, gate, I ay! 

ad. Voice. Are the folk aſleep? Why, gate! 

[Others hollow. 

Crack. I think I'll open the gate, and pocket 
the pence.—tries )—By the its lock'd, 
and the key gone! | 
Peggy. Oh, ho! here'll be fine work! Miſs 
Mary had better mind her buſineſs. 

| Travellers and Horſes 
appear at the Gate. 


Crack, 
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Crack. And here come a dozen pack horſes j 
an old woman and a baſket of eggs, on two 
tubs of butter, thrown acroſs a fat mare, with 
half a dozen turkeys, and all their legs tied. 


- - 


MUSIC. 


17. Vice. Gate, I ſay ; why, Gate! 
24. Voice. — ate! 
$4. Voice. — Gate! 
4th. Voice.(ä —— =Gate! 


Peggy. Like bells they ring the Thanges o'er, 
_ One, two, three, four; one, two, three, four. 
They can't come thro? | 


Crack. ' ——— Pray, hold your prate;, 
Peggy. What can we do? 
Voices. Open the gate! 


Crack. No, no, we can't; but if you pleaſe, 
©, You'll go round Quagmire-lane with eaſe. 
Peggy. Turn by. the hawthorn, near the mill, 

* frat. And if you ſtick i'th* mud, ſtand ſtill I. 
Pegg 7 * 5 - When got half way; beyond all doubt, 
Grack. Each ſtep you take, you're nearer out. 

If. Voice. P'Il be reveng*d—muſt I, with load 
* Be ſtopt here, on the king's high road? _ 
24 Voice Een poor folk may find law I'm told, 
Crack.  . And lawyers too—if you'll find gold. 
128 Nay, ſhould you need you filly elf, 
| | For gold, you'll get the dev'l himſelf! 
Voices. For your advice, our thanks are due, * 
We mutt go round, we can't get thro'; | | 
Crack&Peggy. Yoon muſt go round—you can't come thro? . 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE, 


A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. AJ 


SCENE ie Lat. Te Inde of the Lodge 


Old Margen, Maxr, Roznerr, Jot, un! 
| \ STEWARD, enter. 8 


Joe. (as he enters, ſings )- Wen ſing 2 
Uttle, and laugh a lttte, &c.“ ue | 
William's aliye and well, my fweet'pgirl, with 
kis limbs. whole, and his love true, my life on't. 
So, hang it, don't be fad now the ſan (Hines. 
Robert. —(with affection.)— Oh! "tis her 
joy, mun, that makes 5 ſad now. Is not it, 
Mary? 
Old May. And did the ha kindly fay, 
he would ſatisſy Sir Edward? 
Joe. He did, my old friend. 


A SAILOR enters, and takes STEWARD off. 
. 


You ſee, I fancy he has ſent for the Steward 
for that purpoſe. 

' Mary. Oh, Joſeph ! you are our better an- 
gel! Heavens here's Sir Edward! 


Sir Epwar enters in hafte. : 


Sir Edw. Heyday ! What does all this mean? 
Joe. Mean! that Mr. Blunt is going to an- 
ſwer your. demands on the old man here. 


Sir 
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Sir Edw. He anſwer !—where's my ſteward ? 
—(with paſion.) 
Joe. hb) Stepp'd to your keeper, to 
overhaul accounts, — Prepare a receipt for 
you, I take it. 
Sir Edw. Without my concurrence onder 

the bailiff to take old Maythorn into cuſtody 
r 

Robt ( teps before his father) No, I don” t 
think he'll do that agai 

Stir Ede. Indeed, 8 Sir and which of theſe 
fellows was it who dared to effect a reſcue? 


Hoewzr, fr bir real * of Captain 
TRAVERS, dreſ in his Uniform, enter ſud- 
denly—-STEW ARD 25 with a W rH. 


Travers. That fellow, Sir, was J, and ready 
to anſwer it in any way you think proper. 

Mary. Heavens !—my William 

Travers, My deareſt Mary !—( turns to her.) 
Joe. Did — I tell you he was right and 
tight Nov, then, clear decks. I ſuppoſe he 
won't ſurrender without a rumpus. 


[Mary is fhocked—Old Maythorn and 
Travers ſupport her. 


Sir Edt. So, ſo! a champion in diſguiſe !— 
And pray, Sir, on what aden, have you 
done this? 

Travers. On one, Sir—(turns quickl! Gre. 
3 ramount 
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ramount to any you poſſeſs—a will of the late 
Admiral. 

Sir Edw. A will? 

Travers. Aye, Sir, a will !—by which this 
lady, and not you (as you have for ſome time 
ſuppoſed), ſucceeds to his eſtates. Your at- 


torney, who holds it in his hand, will inform. 


you of particulars. 

Sir Edw. The devil! 

Travers. Conſult him; and the ſooner you 
give poſſeſſion the better. 


[STEWARD ſolicits Sir EDW ARD'S 
attention—they retire. 


Joe. Aye, aye, ſheer off, or dam' me, but you 
muſt bear a broadſide. 

Travers. Pardon, my deareſt Mary, this trial 
of your conſtancy. © The good Adnural, your 
« honoured father 

Mary. My father! 

Old May. © 'Yes child, he was your father.” 

Travers. “During his illneſs in the Welſt- 
Indies, he committed his will to my care 
* for us, love, he has provided amply; and to 
his old friend here he has bequeathed the 
1 Upland Farm and houſe of three hundred 
« a year.” The report of my death prompted 
this ſtratagem, for which I ſk——— 


Enter Crack and PR Tr. * 


Crack. (Aloud) By the Lord, the folk at the 
turnpike are all 9 5 | 


x — 


| 8 THE TURNPIKE GATE; 


Joe. Stop your mouth!—( ftopping it). 
Crack. Hey—what—ob! 


[Joe takes Peggy and Crack afide, and 
tells what has happened. 


(Sir ErwarD and STEWARD advance.) 


Steward. 'Tis even ſo, indeed—(gives Tra- 
vers the will). 

Travers. 1 hope, Sir Edward, you are ſa- 
tisfied. 

Sir Edt. This is not the place to diſpute 
it, Sir. 

Travers. Before we part (leſt my character 
might offend your morality), give me leave to 
reſign my office. 

Robt. That's right, Captain; and make I 
gamekeeper inſtead. 

Travers, That I will, Robert, and bailiff 

too. | 
 _ MRobt. ( With authority) Then I warn you, 
Sir Edward, not to vire a gun again upon my 
manors, or I'Il zend you to the county gaol— 
I will, as ſure as you're born. 

Sir Edw. (Aloud) Order my curricle—T'll ſet 
off immediately for town, [ Exit Sir Edward. 


(Cx Ack advances with Jot and PEGGY.) 


Track. You had better go in the mail— 
(calling after him they'll be ſome time get- 
ting the curricle ready. Won t you follow ' your 
ſwain, Miſs Peggy? 


2 Peggy, 
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Peggy. Prithee, be quiet ( advances to Ro- 
bert) .— I hope young Mr. Maythorn here 
(pulling his coat, and making a curtſey.) 

Robt. Hem !— Paws off, if you pleaſe, my 
Lady Sir Edward Daſhaway. — Its my turn 
now. However, if in a year or two's time 

Peggy. Dear heart !—a year or two is fuch a 
ONE—__—_ ; £1,445 N 

Robt. Oh if you are not content 

Peggy. Les— I am—lI am content. 

Travers. Aye, aye, contented all—and while 
friends and fortune continue thus to ſmile, let 
us in love and harmony manifeſt our grati- 
tude, | | 


FINALE. 


Travers. Love's ripen'd harveſt now we'll reap, 
My fancied dream's reality ; 
Here Mary ſtill the gate ſhall keep, 
I mean—of hoſpitality. 


Mary. And for the taſk, the toll I aſk i 
(Still mindful of my lot of late), 
(To the audience) Is from this court a good report, 
To-morrow, of our Turnpike Gate, 


Peggy, We bar-maids, like the lawyers, find 
Words at the bar, for tolls will flow; 
Some we in caßb take, ſome in kind; - 
At all toll-baxs no truſt you know, 


Rabr. The doctor tog—'tis nothing new, 
Will hardly ever tolls abate; 
Then give us, pray, on this high way, 
Your leave to keep the Tuinpike Gate. 


8 . * 
© ; 
* 
* 
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. Crack. 4 alk the bachelors of mode, egy 7 
— And ſpinſters—are you free of coll? 


Or you, that jogg the married road? 
Od! no—your're not, upon my ſoul 
Jae. Then fince tis clear, moſt of you here | 
Pay ſwinging tolls—in/ev*ry fate, 
Grudge not, we pray, the toll to pay 


Here nightly at our © Turnpike Gate.“ 


Primed by G. Woodfalt, Nor 22. Paternoſter-Row, Lond. 
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